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CHRISTMAS ISSUE 
lets be friends 
By W. J. SCHMITZ 
War alone keeps up all human energies 
to their maximum tension, and sets the 
seal of nobility on those people who have 
the courage to face it. Nam Yang Wo of 
Seoul, South Korea, mustered this cour-
age almost overnight. 
We met on the unforgettable day of 
April 13, 1951, in a village twenty-seven 
east and twelve miles north of his home-
town. 
During the process of liberation, I 
literally stumbled over Nam in a dark 
dingy corner of what one once called a 
house. Thanks to a 105 artillery flare, I 
became acquainted with the real mean-
ing of fear and how it warped the mind 
with an almost impenetrable casing. Nam 
sat rigid and showed no signs of life. As 
I approached him, I could see that deep-
ly implanted in the sockets of his yes, 
(that once held no inclination of war), 
lurked the fear that first made gods in 
this world. 
I was stunned. Logical attempts to make 
friends with this boy of oriental descent 
failed me. He was reluctant to answer 
my gestures of friendship until I offered 
him a tin of C-7 rations containing three 
crackers, one cookie, and an orange jelly 
candy disk. This he accepted in the palm 
of a hand that once knew the sweat and 
toil of long and hard hours in the rice 
paddies surrounding Seoul. 
After cracking this Asiatic wall of fear, 
I bade him farewell. I wanted to stay 
but my work demanded close attention, 
and I had no alternative but to leave. 
Upon completion of my assigned duties, 
I united with Kim, our official interpreter, 
and together we returned to Nam. It was 
through Kim that I learned who Nam 
was, where he came from, and why he 
was here in a village almost destined 
for destruction. 
Nam was born on June 21, 1939. He was 
the oldest boy in a family of three. His 
father, by trade, was a farmer, and Nam 
was his only helper. When the war struck 
on the memorable day in June, 1950, Nam 
begged permission from his parents to 
leave home and journey to the village of 
his aged grandparents. Travel back to 
Seoul was almost an impossibility; besides, 
Nam chose to remain with his grand-
parents in hopes of securing them safe 
passage back to Seoul. 
Before an outlet could be secured, the 
village was over-run by the , invading 
hordes of North Korean Communists. 
His grandparents were condemned to 
death by the people's court, and Nam was 
forced to do chores for the officers in 
charge of the North Korean regiment. He 
was fed tid-bits of rice and occasionally 
a crust of bread. His primary subsistence 
was on the garbage discarded by the of-
ficers. For ten months Nam existed on 
this minimum of food and maximum of 
suffering. 
When we arrived, his fears were doubled 
by the conversation he overheard among 
his captors. To them, .and to him, we 
were war mongers who stopped at nothing 
to obtain a common objective-murder. 
Through the carefully chosen works of 
Kim, Nam relaxed his tension and slowly 
showed signs of recognizing me as a 
friend. Two days later Kim obtained per-
mission to evacuate Nam with our 
wounded, and, for the first time since :ve 
had met Nam approached me voluntarily 
and, with· tears in his dark eyes, said 
"Thank you, G. I.!" 
Snow 
When 
l see snow fall 
lt reminds me 
Of tiny silver pennies, 
Floating 
To a child's earth 
Where 
They are always welcome. 
CATHERINE TEN BARGE 
J 
REGIS COLLEGE - DENVER, COLORADO 
"When wasteful war shall statutes overturn, 
And broils root out the work of masonry, 
Nor Mars his sword nor wars quick fire shall burn 
The living record of your memory." 
When a man bequeaths money, it is soon spent. When he bequeaths ideas, they 
will live as long as there are men to be stirred by them. Only a day or two before his 
death, Rev. E. A. Stauffen, S.J., was wielding his famous red ink, correcting and editing 
copy for this issue. Many of his corrections and suggestions were still on the copy when 
it was submitted to the printer last week. This issue is respectfully dedicated to his 
memory. 
memoriam 
By BOB MOYNIHAN 
Father Stauffen impressed everyone who knew him, but especially his students. 
In this case, to know him did not seem impossible, nor was it so. He encouraged 
the friendship of his students. For the stuaent it was always a profitable friend-
ship. One first saw an intense, nervous man. But within a few seconds after speak-
ing to him his kindness, goodness, and consideration could not help but present 
themselves through his words and his face. 
His teaching was tempered by these qualities. If he saw an aptitude or talent 
in a student he encouraged him. If he saw that a student was having difficulties or 
becoming frustrated he counseled him. He was interested in his students. And this 
interest was always tempered by kindness and consideration. 
His basic aim was to kindle the minds of his students with beauty, truth, and 
goodness, not alone to impart his own opinions. The beauty of life and his beloved 
literature, the truth, intellectual and moral, of Christ's philosophy, the goodness of 
the morality of Christian life, were given to his charges, and they were given 
the impetus to seek them. He gave them a fuller and finer life. He was an invalu-
able friend. He was a successful man. He is a successful teacher. 
X X X 
What is there about the Christmas season, 
That makes our hearts so gay? 
I know there is a hidden reason , 
But what it is, I cannot say. 
Perhaps it's the odor of holly and pine, 
That wends its way through the chilly air, 
Perhaps it's the Christmas lights that brightly shine, 
Or maybe it's the happiness that friends all share. 
Perhaps it's the look on the little boy's face , 
When he sees his presents underneath the tree, 
Or maybe it's really the spiritual grace, 
That we gain as we adore on bended knee. 
Or could this magic be possibly found , 
In the choirs as they triumphantly sing, 
These words that throughout the world resound, 
"Glory to Christ, the new-born King!" 
-THOMAS DEAN 
X X X 
unforgettable character 
By JAMES O'CONNOR 
"Sonny, if you're sick on week ends, 
you don't go to work. If you're sick in 
algebra, you don't go to work either; you 
come out here to the algebra hospital." 
This is one of the favorite phrases of one 
of the most feared, respected, and liked 
teachers at South High. 
I first heard of Mr. Berger early in my 
freshman year. His fame as a mathematics 
teacher was universal; to miss Mr. Berger 
as a teacher was to have missed the 
greatest personality and teacher at South. 
He was my algebra teacher when I 
was a junior. This one reason made that 
school year a success. 
If knowledge makes a bloody entrance, 
then my knowledge of algebra is a gory 
spectacle. South's detention room is known 
as the "Jug." Mr. Berger was a firm be-
liever in this institution. If a student did 
not come up to Berger's standards when 
he made his daily recitation, he went to 
Jug. I was bottled up from September to 
June. My class used lunch hour as a mass 
meeting to compare papers and make 
sure our homework was correct. The fear 
of making a mistake was a living, ever-
present threat too terrible to think about. 
As a young man he had considerable 
success as an amateur fighter and he still 
walks with sure, cat-like steps. I imagine 
he is about five feet eight inches tall, but 
I'm not too sure because it seems that I 
always had to look up when I spoke to 
him. I remember only his peering over 
the class from behind thick glasses with 
his sharp features immovable. His mind 
is as keen and piercing as the duelist's foil. 
This teacher taught me more than how 
to work a few algebra problems. He 
taught me how to stick with a task till 
I mastered it. He made me improve my 
memory more than any other teacher be-
fore or since. He made me realize that to 
quit a job was an abominable fault. He 
instilled in me, if not a liking, at least a 
greater tolerance for algebra. 
Mr. Berger is liked as much as he is 
feared because all know that he has a real 
and personal interest in each of his stu-
dents that extends far from the classroom. 
His strictness is in reality a kindness 
which is so subtle that sometimes it goes 
unnoticed. 
When I was a senior I didn't have him 
for any classes, but when I was operated 
on for appendicitis he was one of the first 
visitors that I had. 
I believe that when I graduated his 
congratulations meant more to me than 
anything that was said that night. 
It is with distinct pride that students 
say, "Yes, I had Mr. Berger." When stu-
dents say this they know they have had 
the opportunity of associatin-g with a really 
great man. 
DECEMBER 9, 1955 
basement room 
By DICK CONNOR 
He couldn't blame anybody because 
there wasn't anybody to blame. Not him-
self, because it was the best he could 
afford; not the landlady, because she had 
furnished it well and did her best to keep 
it clean; not the room itself, certainly, 
because it was inanimate. 
But, it was still a basement room in a 
house over sixty years old, and no amount 
of deodorizer or antiseptic in the water 
used to scrub the floor could take away 
the damp, musty, sixty-year-old smell. 
The smell was a combination of coal dust, 
wet clay (from the unfinished section 
near the furnace room), dust, plaster, old 
paint, wet clothes-and just plain age. 
In the summer it was cool; in the winter 
it was cold. It was always dark. The 
single window on the south side was set 
high in the wall, its top just a few inches 
below the ceiling. Two regular-sized win-
dows were on the north side. Concrete 
walkways separated the house from the 
houses on either side. The closeness of the 
adjoining houses-about four feet-shut 
out all but the brightest light. 
In the fall and early winter he would 
lie in bed and listen to dead, stiff leaves 
as the wind scraped them along the con-
crete; occasionally he could hear the click 
of a dog's claws as it passed between the 
buildings, or the steady drip of rain fall-
ing from the roof and splattering on the 
concrete. 
- Wind blew a filmy dust through the 
windows in spring, the dust ~ettling across 
the floor, his desk, lamp, chair, everything. 
He kept his closet door closed, but the 
dust seeped through the cracks and little 
chunks of plaster were continually fall-
ing from the walls. His clothes, after a few 
months, began to acquire a faint odor 
akin to that of the room itself. He began 
taking them all out to hang on the wash-
line on sunny, airy days, but stopped it 
when a sudden summer thunderstorm 
broke and he nearly lost them. He man-
aged to get everything back inside but 
an expensive sweater and an old jacket, 
and after that he just left the clothes in 
his closet. 
But the darkness and the smell were 
the worst. There was never any sunlight 
or a clean, fresh wind. 
He would come in after a long walk 
through a quiet spring night with the moon 
outlining a few clouds and the tops of 
the trees, and walk down the stairs to his 
room. 
Halfway down-he could tell exactly 
the step it began-the accumulated odor 
of sixty years of basement would swirl 
up to meet him. 
After a year he received a five dollar 
raise and moved from the basement room 
to one in another neighborhood. It con-
tained only a lumpy bed, wooden dresser, 
two straight chairs, a desk, and a lamp. 
It cost five dollars a month more, but 
it was on the second floor and he could 
look out to the night sky and the wind 
smelled fresh and clean. He slept very 
well. 
X X X 
:len Secon~ 
By BILL RODGERS 
"Turn him out," he cried. And out of 
the chute they came-man and beast as 
one. Jim had his spurs gouged deep into 
the flanks of the brahma bull. His left 
hand grabbed the air. His right hand was 
knotted under the tight cinch. The bull 
came down on all 'four feet, then twist-
ing and turning, bellowing .and bawling, 
he went high into the air. With legs held 
tightly as in a vice, and his hand numbed 
by the cutting of the cinch, Jim wondered 
if the ten seconds would ever end. Again 
and again the brahma tried in vain to free 
the rider from his back. After what had 
seemed an eternity, the horn blew; the 
hazers moved along side of the bull, and 
the winner vaulted to the solid earth. 
Page Two 
sirloin 
By PETE SCHWAB 
Unaccustomed as I am to public speak-
ing or writing, I, Sir Loin of Beef, will 
attempt to relate my life story to you; 
not as others have witnessed it, but as 
I, myself, have lived it. 
I did not always look the same way I 
look today. In fact , in the earlier cen-
turies I looked quite grotesque. In the 
16th century, I was just beginning to take 
shape, serlyn; in the 17th century after 
Christ, I began to fill out, sirloyne; then 
in the 18th century, I went on a diet and 
lost weight, sirloyn; finally I achieved my 
beautiful and tender form in the 19th 
century, sirloin. 
Most of all the beautiful and tender 
forms of today have come from Old 
France, especially from the various dingy 
and exotic night clubs. So too did I come 
into existence in Old France, but not in 
any vile night club, Oh no, not me! I 
was born in style and class. I >yas born 
of two loving parents, sur, meaning over, 
and Ionge, meaning loin. Since my birth 
in Old France, I have lived a royal 
life amotng many fabu~ous kings and 
nobles, until today. Today I am just as 
common as hamburger, and live among 
the peasants. But oh, the memory of 
those days of long ago! 
As you look through history books and 
old oracles, there will you find me, liv-
ing with the greatest kings in history. 
As far back as 1655, tnadition has me 
knighted by King Henry VIII. Now a few 
of you who are doubtful in believing my 
true story will probably ask, "But, pray, 
why is it called a Sir-loyn? " Then I shall 
quickly reply, "Why, our Kjng James 
First, being invited to dinner by one of 
his noblEs, and seeing a large Loyn of 
beef at h ::: table, he drew out his sword, 
and knighted it." I have also had th~ 
pleasure of having a tavern named after 
me, Sir-Loin of Beef. I now quote, just 
in case you are still doubtful of my credi-
bility, Cook's Oracle: "This joint is said 
to owe its name to King Charle3 the 
Second, who, dining upon a Loin of Beef, 
said for its merit it should be knighted, 
and henceforth called Sir-Loin." 
Now I ask you, what other figu:·e in 
history has been knighted by three great 
kings; and on top of that, has had a tavern 
named after him? Oh, indeed those were 
glorious days of long ago! But alas! my 
fame has died out to a smoldering ember. 
Now I am as common as that "two-bit" 
hamburger. But when I feel downcast and 
have lost all hope, I think of the glorious 
days of yesterday when chivalry was king 
and Sir Loin of Beef was knight. 
X X X 
_A.poJfrophe 
:Jo :Jwo dtieJ 
By REGIS P. MALLOY 
PITTSBURGH, PENNSYLVANIA 
"Smokey City" men call you, in deri-
sion. Let them talk. For a hundred years 
and more you were this , physically, but 
no more. Smoke control has cleared your 
sky, but "Smokey City" should not die. 
You who provide the nation and the world 
with its steel, why care you what men 
say? Car-flushed Michigan, plane-produc-
ing California-what would they do with-
out the product mantled in your smoke? 
What would they do without the steel 
rolling daily from your mills? J & L, 
American Bridge, Mesta, Carnegie, all of 
you, let your stacks stand proudly high! 
Let men talk. Who cares? But let no man 
pull down your chimneys, those steeples 
of American industry. Forger of the steel 
sinews of our country's might, "Smokey 
City" let men say. No grander accolade 
could earthly prince bestow. 
X X X 
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 
"'Baghdad by the Bay," men call you a 
fallen lady, a city of sin. In the lusty be-
ginnings of your day, a fallen lady well 
you might have been. But, like the Magda-
lene, you've changed, With open arms the 
stranger you embrace. Your hospitable 
welcome knows no bounds. How many 
weary seafarers have not been cheered 
on a misty night by the beckoning-candle 
lights of your Golden Gate? How many 
of your country's sons, returning from wars 
in distant lands, have not been gladdened 
by the sight of your Coit Tower? Queen 
of the Bay, your skirts may drag the mud 
but your head is high, your heart is pure. 
Of .this your loyal sons will be ever sure. 
LITERARY SUPPLEMENT * BROWN AND GOLD 
110 vacaJtcg 
By DICK CONNOR 
The three soldiers pushed their way into the crowded, noisy room and found a 
small table near the door. 
"They're packed in here like cattle," said one, the big soldier with the ugly 
red scar across his forehead. 
"The whole town is like this. The whole district." 
"Where are they coming from?" asked the second soldier. He was very young 
and this was his first overseas assignment. 
"Who knows?" Scarface said. "Who cares?" He pounded his helmet on the 
wooden table and shouted over the babble of voices and occasional crash of pottery. 
"You dolt!" he bellowed at the fat, red-faced man who shoved his way through 
the crowd to their table. 
"You fat-jowled, tub-waisted fool. Bring us wine. Heat it and spice it against 
the cold, but don't let it boil. If it boils I'll personally pour it down your worthless 
throat." He slammed a tough, hard palm against the table. "Now, you fool. Hurry." 
The fat waiter hurried off, nodding apologetically to several customers who 
were also shouting for service. 
The soldiers sat with their backs against the splintery wall and watched the 
noisy, brawling crowd. 
The youngest of the three soldiers, the one who had arrived on the last boat 
load of replacements, was barely seventeen, thin, with high cheekbones and nervous 
laugh. The other soldier, the quiet one, was slightly older, had steady gray eyes and 
a deep, quiet voice. 
He seldom spoke but his eyes moved constantly, taking in the men seated at 
nearby tables, the arrivals who shoved their way through the door, bringing the icy 
air and smell of cold with them. 
"This stupid pig town," Scarface said. "You, Volvius," he said to the Quiet Sol-
dier. "You're a brainhead. What are we doing here? Why all this human cattle and 
why send good troops to this hole in the earth?" 
"You heard the order," the Quiet Soldier said. "The government wants a cen-
sus, these people have to come and be counted, and we have to keep order." 
"A big night in town, huh?" the Young Soldier said, giggling self-consciously 
and looking out of the corner of his eye to see if Scarface laughed. 
"Shut up," Scarface said to· him. 
"They've been corning in like this for a week," the Quiet Soldier said. "You 
two are lucky, being on town patrol. You can go inside and get warm once in a 
while. I've been on the road patrol all week, watching them come in. I didn't think 
there could be so many people living in these hills." 
"People?" Scarface asked, then roared with laughter. "You call these animals 
people? These stinking things? Back home they would be good to empty night pots. 
People?" He laughed again. 
The Quiet Soldier ignored him, and sat listening to the rolling roar of voices in 
the cramped room. He kept remembering an incident that afternoon, on the road 
·east of town as his patrol was on the final leg of its daily route. 
A small group of travelers, worn and tired from many weary miles over the 
frozen roads in the cold, had come slowly up over the rise and started down, going 
toward the village. 
The patrol had not broken step, but kept to the center of the road, forcing the 
travelers to one side. They had stood motionless, sullen, as the patrol clanked past, 
watching them steadily until the Quiet Soldier felt self-conscious. 
Not until the young girl on the donkey had smiled did he feel better, and even 
then a sense of guilt hung in his stomach. The girl was young, and tired, but she 
smiled as the patrol passed and he felt better about it. 
"Where is that wine?" Scarface shouted, pounding his fist against the table. 
"Fools. Cattle. Sheep." His face became red, the scar across his forehead standing 
out in relief. 
"He's coming," the Young Soldier said. "I saw him coming toward us just now." 
"I'll show him what it means to keep us waiting," Scarface said, half-rising from 
his stool. 
The Quiet Soldier clamped a restraining hand on his arm, forcing him back 
to his seat. 
"It won't help," he said. "Everything is confused this week, with this mob of 
people. An innkeeper told me today there isn't a vacant room within ten miles of 
this place." 
"The swine," Scarface said. "The filthy swine will get rich." 
The fat waiter brought the wine, placing it gingerly on the table, careful not 
to scorch his fingers on the hot clay cups. 
"I hope it will suit you, sirs," he said, rubbing his hands nervously. He looked 
out of the comer of his eye at Scarface. 
"I'll kill you if you let it boil," Scarface said. 
A swirl of cold air moved over the group, causing them to turn to the door. A 
man was closing it behind him, blinking in the glare of light, his eyes watery from 
the cold outside. He looked around the room until he saw the fat waiter standing 
beside the three soldiers. 
"Pardon me," he said. "Is this your inn?" 
"It belong to one of the gods," the waiter said, glad of a chance to exert his 
worn authority again. "I lease it from him and pay him a percentage." 
The Young Soldier started to laugh, but stopped at a warning glare from 
Scarface. 
(Continued page 3, col. 2) 
December 9, 1955 
lest we 
jtJf{/Cf 
By SISTER M. ELENIUS 
There was little to disturb his reverie 
as he sped along the smooth black-topped 
highway which unfolded endlessly across 
mile after mile of treeless prairie land. 
Each time Martin Andreas travelled these 
wide open spaces he experienced a de-
lightful sense of freedom, an awareness 
of the vastness of the universe and of God. 
Not that he was a religious man-far from 
it. One did well to take care of essentials 
when faced with today's stiff competition. 
This afternoon he rather wished he had 
had more than a nodding acquaintance 
with the cloth; he regretted his meager 
knowledge of the trappings of religion and 
its clergy. His destination, a fair-sized 
town for this section of North Dakota, 
was the bane of the life of any insurance 
salesman. A queer berg, this Velva. The 
city fathers in an unwonted moment of 
paternal solicitude had passed an ordi-
nance banning all personal solicitation 
within city precincts. To be sure, most 
agents had found a means of reaching 
the residents of this exclusive hamlet 
through the medium of its civic and re-
ligious organizations. He recalled the name 
of the Catholic priest, Father Karl Hobels-
berger. He remembered gratefully that his 
area supervisor had said that the priest 
liked to be addressed simply as "Father 
Karl." Jim had spoken quite favorably 
of the fellow-his interest in all, Catholic 
and non-Catholic alike. Nonetheless, he 
didn't relish the task of calling on a Cath-
olic pries t, but face it he must. 
As he pondered how he might approach 
the cosmopolitan pastor of St. Cecelia's 
parish, he caught sight of the familiar 
billboards heralding the approach of an-
other urban center. Suddenly his attention 
was riveted on a large nativity scene 
which loomed ahead. He lessened his speed 
in order to get a better view. "Put Christ 
Back Into Christmas" was printed in large 
bold letters. As he passed he noted that 
this was sponsored by the Knights of 
Columbus of St. Cecelia's parish. Typical 
of Catholics, wasn't it? Religion for them 
seemed to mean putting on some sort of 
external show. Why couldn't they be as 
the rest of men, content to worship God 
"in secret" within the sanctuary of their 
own heart? 
As Martin entered the small town with 
its festively decorated streets, the proxim-
ity of Christmas suddenly dawned upon 
him with a chock. He grimaced at the 
thought of Christmas shopping. As far as 
he was concerned Christmas was some-
thing that could be done without. Prac-
tically every shop and store window was 
graced with some replica depicting the 
birth of Christ. No doubt the Knights of 
Columbus were complacently reveling in 
the accomplishment of their mission in 
life. It occurred to him that a comment 
on the manifest success of the project 
undertaken by the parishioners would be 
apropos. He parked reasonably close to 
the one hotel available and made arrange-
ments to spend the night in as comfort-
able a fashion as its limited facilities 
would permit. 
Fortified with a steak dinner he set 
out for the parish house. He touched the 
button at the rectory door with consider-
able trepidation. Once inside some of his 
(Continued page 3, col. 1) 
X X X 
<:lte Vietim 
By BILL RODGERS 
Have you ever seen the shambles, the 
ruin, the utter destruction caused by 
modern war? Seoul was once the cultural 
center of the Orient. The palace gardens 
surrounding the home of Syngman Rhee 
were once considered the most colorful in 
all the world. Today, Seoul is a victim 
of modern war. Gaping holes stare back 
at you from tall, white stone buildings. 
The once-thriving market place is now 
spread throughout the entire city. On 
every corner pieces of scrap metal, wood, 
and stone have been thrown together to 
form temporary business establishments. 
One must dodge chug-holes in streets 
which used to be the pride of the city 
council. All that remains of the rows 
of cherry trees, which once lined the 
boulevard, are crude stumps. The trees 
disappeared in a frantic search for fire-
wood that first winter of the war. Seoul 
is ugly; it is scarred, and shows misuse. 
It is another chapter in history which 
proves the futileness of war. 
December 9, 1955 
:Jorgef ... 
(Continued from page 2) 
uneasiness left him. A half-hour later, as 
he chatted amiably with the middle-aged 
Priest about more than one topic of world 
interest, he wondered why he had ever 
had any misgivings about this visit. With 
his business finished- Father Karl had 
been more than cooperative in arranging 
the desired meetings-Martin was actual-
ly enjoying himself in the company of 
the wholesome and vigorous clergyman. 
He complimented the priest on the suc-
cessful results of the Knights' project. 
"It is obvious," Martin said, "that the 
splendid billboard has exercised a defi-
nite influence on your city." 
Much to his surprise, Father Karl didn't 
seem to consider the nativity scenes dis-
played about town too great an achieve-
ment. It was evident he expected some-
thing more. Martin came to with a start ; 
the priest had asked a question. 
Father Karl repeated the question, "Just 
what IS Christmas?" 
Martin groped for an answer. "Why-
! guess its a holiday for most people, a 
day on which we receive and exchange 
gifts." Remembering the caption on the 
billboard, he added hastily, "And it's the 
birthday of Christ." 
"Exactly, it's the birthday of Christ, 
but many people think of that last if they 
think of it at all. Christmas has become 
so commercialized that the exchange of 
gifts has lost all significance." 
Martin decided to find out what was 
Father Karl's co n c e p t of Christmas. 
"Father, would you mind telling me what 
your idea of 'puting Christ back into 
Christmas' embraces?" 
Father Karl relighted his pipe. "To 
begin with, Martin, if we are celebrating 
someone's birthday, it is only customary 
that he be present, and further, that he 
occupy a place of prominence, is it not?" 
Martin nodded and the priest continued, 
"When we commemorate the birthday of 
Lincoln or other national heroes we call 
to mind his contribution to the welfare 
of our nation ; hence, on this occasion one 
finds miniature log cabins which are an 
expression of the achievement of one who 
surmounted the difficulties of poverty and 
obscurity to become the saviour of his 
country . In this same spirit early Chris-
tian:; began to give and to receive gifts 
from each other, thereby recalling to mind 
the · Gift of Divine Love which God the 
Father sent us when His Only Son took 
flesh and became the Babe of Bethlehem. 
It takes away one's breath when you con-
sider the immense love which caused Al-
mighty God to trade Heaven for a cold 
stable; the Creator and Lord of Heaven, 
Life Itself, a helpless Infant utterly de-
pendent on His creatures for the neces-
sities of life! And why? To win our love. 
Overcome by the whole idea, Martin 
smoked silently and thoughtfully for a 
few moments and then commented, "I 
had never thought of it like that before, 
Father. It's tremendous! The marvel is 
that we who call ourselves Christians 
should have forgotten anything so won-
derful." 
The doorbell rang abruptly. Martin rose 
to his feet apologetically. He could hardly 
believe that an hour had passed; it had 
seemed no longer than ten minutes. 
Back in his hotel room Martin relived 
the past hour. The life of a salesman is 
never dull, but this had been a unique 
experience. He had been introduced to a 
new world; he had caught a glimpse of 
some unseen realm of beauty, of an ocean 
of mystery whose depths he longed to 
plumb. Somehow he felt that this had 
been but a prelude. 
X X X 
:J,.Ijing momenl:5 
By CHARLIE McCARTHY 
Inside the church John found comfort, 
peace, and quiet-well, at least until the 
two little boys in the front pew tried 
talking in a whisper, an art which they 
had not learned to master. Their shrill 
voices echoed in the caverns between the 
high pews. Then a rattle of a rosary was 
heard beating against a pew. A constant 
murmur of S 's and Z's sifted through 
the congregation as several devout per-
sons wor ked hard at making sure some-
body heard their prayers-either God or 
man. A y oung lady rummage~ through 
her missa l cracking the pages m a des-
perate attempt to find the Mass of the 
day. The d oor in the back slammed and 
was followed by a slow, creaking soun.d 
until the elderly owner of a squeaky pau 
of shoes found a seat. FinallY a loud 
bell rang and J ohn nervously jerked from 
his seat. 
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. The new arrival glanced briefly at the three soldiers, then turned again to the 
w a1ter. He looked very tired, his shoulders slumping under the dust-coated cloak 
"My ~ife needs a place to rest," he said. "She is about to have a baby and 
the ?,ther 1nns are full. I thought perhaps you might have a small room?" 
Does it look like I have a small room?" he asked. "Or a large room or any 
room?' ' ' 
He smiled patronizingly at the three soldiers, hoping they were enjoying his 
humor. The young soldier looked at Scarface to see if he was smiling, saw he 
wasn't, and tried to glare at the waiter. 
"I've got nothing, my friend. We've been sold out for three days. The only 
room I have is out back with the animals. You won't have much luck in this town 
getting a place to stay. You'd better move on." 
"I can't move on. We have to stay here until we've been registered. You have 
no room then? " 
"If a family of fleas came here, I ·couldn't find room for them." 
"Well, thank you." He turned and went out the door. 
"Close that door," Scarface yelled, and the man closed it behind him: "Filthy 
swine," Scarfare muttered, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. 
The Quiet Soldier sat with his back against the wall. He was troubled. The 
stranger had Eeemed familiar somehow, but he knew that was impossible. How 
could any of these people seem familiar since he had been in the area only a few 
days, and those days spent traveling the roads and herding people to the registration 
points. 
They all turned when the air blew cold across them. 
"You again?" Scarface shouted. "He said he had no room. Get out and close 
that door." 
The man did not leave, but closed the door . The Quiet Soldier straightened 
from the wall, leaning forward and turning to see the m an's face in better light. He 
was still puzzled. Impossible or not, he knew this man. 
"The manager, is he here?" the man asked, his voice barely audible above the 
crowd. 
"Coming here now," the Quiet Soldier said, pointing through the crowd. "Would 
you like to sit down?" 
"Thank you, no. I must go as soon as I've talked with the manager." 
The fat waiter brought three more cups of wine, steam curling up and smelling 
sweet. 
"You again?" he said. " I told you, I have no more room." 
"Yes, I remember, but-" he hesitated. "You also said you had some room out 
back, with the animals in the stable. Did you mean that?" 
The fat waiter stared at him. Even Scarface looked up from h is wine. 
"Sure, I meant it. But, man, that's the st'able. You don't-" he started to protest, 
but the stranger smiled and shook his head. 
"The where doesn't matter," he said, "but the when is becoming very important. 
How much will you charge?" 
The waiter became brisk again. Money was money. 
"Two denarii for you and, did you say you had a wife?" 
"Yes. She's outside on the donkey." ' 
"Twelve denarii for you and your wife. And an extra three denarii for feed for 
the animal," he added. 
After the stranger had paid and left, the Quiet Soldier motioned to the waiter. 
"Do you know that man?" 
"Know him? No. I don't know any of these people. But I know this. I'm very 
happy the government is taking a census. Very, very happy," he said, winked, and 
waddled off to another table. 
A man who had a wife on a donkey. Who could he be, the Quiet Soldier won-
dered. He couldn't know anyone here . Impossible. 
Then it came to him. He didn't know the man. Not at all, except as a quickly-
seen figure in the dusty road that afternoon, s tanding beside a young woman on a 
'donkey. The woman had smiled at them as the patrol went past, and he had felt 
better. That's who the man was, her husband. And she was going to have a baby? 
She had looked so young. 
"Waiter," he yelled . 
"More wine, sir?" 
"No. Here are some coins. See that that man and his wife get a room here. You 
do have rooms after ·all, don't you?" Money, Roman coins, worked magic in these 
areas. 
"No, sir. I told him the truth. I don't have a room, just those stables." 
."Then see they have blankets." 
-"My blankets are all gone, sir." 
The waiter was becoming genuinely sorry that he didn't have room. It wasn't 
often he saw so much money. 
The Quiet Soldier frowned. He selected one coin, a small one, ·and flipped it to 
the waiter. 
"At least," he said, "see that they have some fresh straw and food." 
"Yes, sir. Right away, sir," the waiter said, and moved into the crowd, slipped 
the coin into his tunic, and promptly forgot about the whole matter. Roman coins 
were very nice. The Quiet Soldier sat for a long time with another wine, finally stood, buckled 
his breast plate tight again and fastened his cloak. 
He walked out into the still, frigid air, relieved to leave the noise and heat and 
smell of the room behind. Walking, he looked at the sky, the stars bright and sharp 
against its black vault. One star in particular was very bright, seeming almost 
overhead. 
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word 
Jtet 
By RICHARD CUMMINGS 
My name's "cousin." I'm a word. In-
terest you? It should! I'm an interesting 
word . 
My father was Anglo-French. His name 
was Cousin. That's where I got my name. 
My mother was an older French woman. 
Her name-Cusin. Is that all you want 
to know? All right, I'll tell you my story. 
I was raised by my Uncle Cosin of Pro-
vince and old Aunt Cosi of Catalan. I 
was visited often by my cousins-Cugino 
from Italy and Cusrin from Rumanisch. 
I didn't like them as much as Cousin 
Cossofrenus and Cousin Cosinus. They 
were Latins and very dashing. I can re-
member seeing my grandfather only once, 
and I don't remember much about him. 
All I can remember was that he was old 
and stately. But I can recall Mom saying 
on more than one occasion that his name 
would never die, he was so great. His 
name was Consanguineus. 
One of my childish pranks was that I 
was always changing. You can't blame 
me though, can you, sir? I was only a kid . 
I'm a teen-ager now. I'm getting wiser. 
I know everything now, sir. I don't change 
much any more, sir. Why I've been "a 
collateral relative more distant than a 
brother or sister" now for years. I must 
admit I was "formerly applied to a nephew 
or niece," but that's not my fault, is it, 
sir? Cursor said something about me in 
this respect way back in 1300, but I was 
quite young and couldn't understand him. 
But in 1599 (I was gettin' older , then), 
when Shakespeare wrote in Much Ado, 
"How now, brother, where is my cosen 
your son?" I understood. 
When I was taken to court-you won't 
take me to court, will you, sir?-I didn't 
mean to change so often, honest-! was 
the "next of kin or the person to whom 
one is next of kin, including direct des-
cendants more remote than parents and 
children." They say I re~embled old 
Grandpappy Consanguineus in this re-
spect. And sometimes I was just "people 
of kindred races." 
But most of all I liked being "the son 
or daughter of (one's) uncle or aunt." 
Way back in 1380, Wyclif liked him best 
that way too. He sdd, "Joon Evangelist 
. . . Crist was his cosyn, and Cristis modir 
was His aunte." When I'm this way, I 
even have different moods. Some people 
call them degress. You know . . . first . . . 
second . . . third. 
When you're speaking figuratively, 
though, I just mean "a person or thing 
having affinity of nature to another." 
Jowett, just a couple of years back, said 
in his Plato, "The Sophist is the cousin 
of the parasite and flatterer." 
Last but not least, I'm just a little bit 
"related." Mr. Chaucer said, "The wordes 
moote be cosyn to the dede," and they 
moote, sir, they moote. 
X X X 
tlte lta11d 
By BILL RODGERS 
The water flowing down the Yangtze 
has a yellowish hue because of the volcanic 
ash which washes into the river. How well 
I remember the sickening, ghoulish color 
it gave to the bodies as they floated toward 
the sea. 
It was the summer of the terrible fever 
in China, and I happened to be there try-
ing to locate and purchase some valuable 
Ming vases. The epidemic was in its third 
month and people were dying like flies. 
Dead people are normally buried and they 
were at the beginning of the outbreak. 
Finally, it had gotten so bad that the sur-
vivors just hauled the bodies to the river 
where they were thrown in and allowed 
to float away. 
River traffic had always been congested 
with seemingly millions of little sampans. 
Now even the sampans were obscured by 
the floating bodies. As Wing, my coolie, 
threaded his way through the river traffic 
something large in the water beneath us 
moved. A yellow clammy-looking hand 
reached up and grabbed the side of the 
sampan. I started to help the poor un-
fortunate into the boat, but Wing had 
been much quicker. Without blinking an 
eye he had drawn a long bowie knife 
from under his blouse, and even as I 
reached there was a terrible whack on the 
side of the boat. All that remained was 
the yellow, clammy-looking hand. 
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ltuman race 
By JAMES R. SENA 
It all began on a day long before the 
first page of history. Somewhere a man 
found that he could get from one place to 
another faster by running-he ran. This 
man's neighbor saw him running and he 
figured he himself had better do the same 
thing, so off he scampered, in hot pursuit. 
"I shouldn't let him get ahead of me," 
said the second man. This race, started in 
the early vestiges of man's history, is still 
being run. 
Here's how it evolved, some theorists 
might speculate, into the mad dash that 
it is today: When the first men found 
tha<t the one who could move the fastest 
felled the better game, they found them-
selves competing with each other to get 
there first. Soon after this primary dis-
covery of the advantages of speed, man 
found that speed could be beneficial in 
other ways too. The faster man lived 
longer-he could outdistance his enemies ; 
the faster man found the better homesites 
-he got there first and had his choice; 
but most of all the faster man had more 
time for leisure. He could spare a few 
more minutes of the day for something 
other than the gruelling task of earning 
a living. He had time for the more pleasant 
things in life, and he had time to think. 
These extra moments of thought made 
him become more aware of others-those 
around him and those who would follow. 
"I 'll make it easier for them," he said. 
As the pages of history turned, man 
conquered the land with the winged 
hooves of the horse and man conquered 
the sea with the wind-filled sails of his 
ships. But this was not enough. "I must 
go faster, " said man. And he did. 
Man invented the engine. This gave 
birth to the steamship, the railroad, the 
automobile, and finally the airplane. Now, 
man has become so proficient in the realm 
of speed that he can have breakfast on 
one continent and dinner on another-
all in the same day. 
Our predecessors did all this for us, and 
it is a good thing in itself. However, the 
gr eat problem that has arisen from this 
conquest ma!{es me wonder if it has all 
been worth it . What is this problem and 
wh at is its solution? · The problem is this : 
In m an's quest for speed we find that he 
has not only made a rat-race of his physi-
cal environment, but he has done the 
same with his mind. The man of today is 
going at such a breathless physical pace 
tha t he is beginning to find himself men-
tally breathless too. He is moving so fast 
that he has almost lost sight of the goal 
he had in mind when he first tried to 
gain speed. 
This original plan for happiness and a 
procreant life was ideal-a perfect com-
bination, good means and a good end. I 
am sorry to say that the, man of today 
is wheel by wheel removing his train of 
thought from the track that leads to the 
originally intended goal. The modern man 
-most especially this man of America-
is still trying to gain speed. But he's rac-
ing in the wrong direction. He 's not try-
ing to gain time for the amelioration of 
posterity, he's trying to get in front of 
the other fellow because it inflates his 
ego. And what are those green rectangular 
things he's racing for? Why look at them, 
they 're dollars-he's racing after dollars! 
Why on earth should he do that? He has 
plenty of them in the bank already. He 
is surely wasting his time. 
Yes, if our ancestors could only see us 
now, they would be ashamed to admit that 
they are the ones who started this race, 
even though their reason for doing so 
was of the highest order. Let's slow down 
a minute, collect our faculties, and see 
if we can't get back on the right track. 
If we must race, let us race for some-
thing worthwhile. We can't stay on this 
track, it leads to nowhere. We better find 
the original line-the one our progenitors 
started. We're running for nothing when 
going after that green stuff or chasing 
after power for the sake of having it. 
Why of course, let's slow down-just 
for a moment. We will see if we can't re-
establish the trophy which was first set 
up as the prize for this contest-the prize 
of peace and brotherhood among men 
which will lead to the supreme prize in 
Heaven. These are the only things which 
will make this human race worth the ef-
fort. 
To our many contributors, thank 
you . We regret not being able to pub-
lish all of the material we received. 
All copy was submitted to a triple 
screening, and rated according to merit 
by a board of English professors. 
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Fear tests?-to feel the fog in my mind, 
The sweat on my face, 
When the tests begin, it is then I find, 
That I'm not in the race. 
By power of my sight, my neck will escape 
The wrath of the foe; 
Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible shape, 
Yet the card home must go; 
For the quarter is done and grades are attained, 
And the Heavens will fall, 
For a man's to pass ere the garden he gained, 
The reward of it all. 
I was ever a flunker-so one flunk more . 
The best and the last! 
I would hate that Dad shanghai my keys and forebore , 
And bid me walk past . 
No! let me taste the whole of it, be grabbed by the ears 
By a father so bold, 
Bear the strap, in a minute pay glad life's arrears 
Of campus, study, control. 
For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave, 
The black minute's at end. 
Though the office may rage, the fiend voices that rave , 
Shall dwindle , shall bland, 
Shall change, and I will have a peace out of pain. 
Comes a light, I'll invest 
In a pony of ponies! I'll pass this again, 
And with luck pass the rest. 
HANK PFEFFLE 
X X X 
Of' 
Tell me not of the one and many; 
Of act and potency I've had plenty! 
Aristotle, Suarez, and Thomas too 
Bore me through, and through, and through. 
I know t exist, I have essence to spare, 
Activity leaves me the same for the wear. 
l agree that non-being couldn't act for itself, 
That a board receives "to be" when it becomes a shelf . 
Now, don't get me wrong, for I'll study till dawn 
To see what's right and what's wrong; 
And when my last potency is received into act 
I'm sure I'll find it's all true, for a fact . 
'' 
RoNALD SIMPSON 
X X X 
SunriJe 
Silhouetted against a scarlet sky 
A haunting shape appears, 
Unearthly and massive 
A titanic form towering 
Above shaded plains. 
Slowly its spectral shroud 
Slips from a snow-capped summit 
And the sun's first rays are 
Reflected on its glistening dome. 
Now a soft red glow drifts out 
Across the sun-bleached plains; 
And as the sun begins to ascend 
In the Eastern sky, its rays stretch 
Their long fingers and reach into 
Every crag and crevice 
Awakening mountain and strip it 
Of its nocturnal garments. 
CATHERINE TEN BARGE 
X X X 
paradise-lost 
By JOHN TYNE 
The ocean stretches below us for hun-
dreds of miles in all directions. It runs 
from a hazy blue at the horizon, to a 
light blue, to a blue green right below us. 
The scene is one of endless monotony 
with just the sun dancing on the white 
caps from waves below to change it. 
Then in the distance a speck is seen. The 
speck grows larger until it changes into 
an island. Below us the scene is altered 
rapidly. The endless monotony is changed 
into a kaleidoscope as the coral seems to 
be silently fighting to rid itself of the 
water. The blues, greens, purples, golds, 
and grays of the water are broken by 
a nub of coral sticking out like a polished 
bone in the shifting sands of a desert. 
Then the calm water again covers the 
struggling coral and small ripples flit up 
to the blazing white sands of the island 
The trop1cal sun boils down on the multi-· 
colored island. It seems to wither and 
to the blazing white sands of the island. 
The white sands tugging away from the 
calm water run up to a wall of green 
as the foliage meets and halts the on-
slaught. The dark green of the vegeta-
tion is in direct contrast with the bright 
almost blinding whiteness of the sand 
and the light tan of the few openings 
that dot the island. No life can be seen 
on the island. The water on the wind 
side of the island whips and claws at it 
as our plane glides over. Soon it is again 
just a speck -and then monotony. 
December 9, 1955 
first fipltt 
By JOHN TYNE 
The rancid, foul, acid smell of human 
sweat permeated the whole room. It 
seemed to ooze out of the very walls. 
George sat on the table with his legs 
hanging over the side. It was his first 
fight and he was scared to death. His 
mouth was dry and tasted like cotton. 
He took a drink of water. It had a flat, 
listless chloride taste and George wished 
that it had been a searing shot of good 
whiskey that rolled to his stomach. He 
reached up to smooth some of the vaseline 
that was burning his eyes. His manager 
swaggered into the room smoking a big, 
black, pungent cigar. He ambled over to 
C'xeorge, put his plump hand op. his shoul-
der, and, with breath reeking of cheap 
liquor, started to talk. The sweetsmelling 
soap that the manager used so nauseated 
George that he nearly retched. George 
bit down hard to stop this nearly invol-
untary act and cut his tongue. The blood 
dribbled d o w n his throat. Its sickly 
sweet taste added more misery to George's 
condition. George licked his lips and got 
a sampling of the gall- like vaseline. 
"Time to go," said one of the seconds as 
he slipped a new rubber mouthpiece into 
George's mouth. "Say you look bad-
here." The sharp, eye-watering odor of 
an ammonia inhaler cleared his mind as 
he stood to go out the door. 
X X X 
Seven 
Stair:J 
By JAMES O'CONNOR 
Each facet of each crystal shone with 
ice-cold intensity. The trial plummeted 
down the North Wall for thirty-five hun-
dred feet. Each of the seven stair- like 
drops seemed more impossible than the 
one before it. The floor of the valley 
looked as if it were one great blanket. 
On the other side a huge cornice loomed 
menacingly. It resembled a sleeping giant 
who could upon wakening unleash tre-
mendous power. Overhead the sky was a 
brilliant blue, marred only by one white 
cloud which lay partly concealing a tower-
ing peak in the distance. 
The air was cold and penetrating. Each 
breath was a gasp. One's nose was in-
voluntarily thrust deep inside the nylon 
parka, where the only feeling was that 
of cold, silky nylon and the wool of the 
sweater. 
Fingers grew numb inside the mitts and 
when withdrawn the cold pain was un-
bearable. To touch a steel ski pole meant 
the immediate freezing of the finger to 
it. The snow was powdery, yet each flake 
felt as if it were a grain of corn. This 
was the greatest skiing snow in the world! 
One felt an urgency to streak down-
ward and yet a fear to pit oneself against 
the slope. 
The scene was one to linger over, to 
drink in . 
X X X 
_A matfer 
0/ JJking 
By DICK CONNOR 
He had liked the way she held her head 
when she walked through the room to 
meet him. He had liked the way she wore 
a wool dress and her sweater hung loose 
on her shoulders. He had liked her deep 
but still soft laugh that made others laugh 
along with her. He had liked the way 
she cropped her hair and the wind tossed 
it across her forehead. He had liked the 
way her face had glistened in the light 
from a shop window one foggy night. 
Having liked these things made it harder 
to accept the fact that she was dead. 
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